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Mr. Speaker, it is with great pride that I ask

my colleagues to join me in saluting Wyckoff
Heights Medical Center for its tremendous
achievement.
f

A TRIBUTE TO CINDY ERKER

HON. BOB SCHAFFER
OF COLORADO

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES

Friday, December 18, 1998

Mr. BOB SCHAFFER of Colorado. Mr.
Speaker, I rise today to pay tribute to Morgan
County Commissioner Cindy Erker for her fine
achievements and hard work on behalf of the
people of Morgan County, Colorado. Ms. Erker
was named the 1998 County Commissioner of
the Year by Colorado Counties, Inc. This pres-
tigious award belongs to Ms. Erker due to her
exceptional ability to serve, even in times of
adversity. Her peers selected Cindy for the
award at the Colorado Counties winter con-
ference. This is the second time she has been
recognized for her dedication and hard work.
Responsible for pulling the community to-
gether to adopt an important drainage plan to
avoid disastrous flooding in Ft. Morgan, Cindy
was named the Freshman County Commis-
sioner of the Year in 1991 by Colorado Coun-
ties, Inc. Mr. Speaker, I commend Cindy Erker
for her perseverance, determination and lead-
ership.
f

HONORING JUDITH VIERA OF
WYND COMMUNICATIONS

HON. LOIS CAPPS
OF CALIFORNIA

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES

Friday, December 18, 1998

Mrs. CAPPS. Mr. Speaker, I rise today to
congratulate Judith Viera of my district on the
Central Coast of California for the recent com-
mendation she has received from Tele-
communications for the Deaf, Inc. Ms. Viera is
appropriately being honored for a lifetime com-
mitment to expanding access to telecommuni-
cation services for the deaf and hard of hear-
ing community.

Deaf herself, Judith Viera has been dedi-
cated to the deaf and hard of hearing individ-
uals for more than thirty years. In 1965, Ms.
Viera graduated from Gallaudet University and
immediately began her life of public service
and bettering the life of others.

Among her many contributions is her work
with Governors Brown and Deukmajian to es-
tablish California’s policy on telecommuni-
cations access for the deaf and hard of hear-
ing in California, which subsequently lead to
many other states adopting the same policy.
Also, Ms. Viera founded the NorCal Center on
Deafness which is committed to assisting peo-
ple who are deaf or hard of hearing with com-
munications services, independent living skills,
and social services.

Judith Viera served as program manager at
the California Department of Rehabilitation
where she successfully advocated legislation
which contributed to providing telecommuni-
cations equipment and services to the deaf
and hard of hearing community. She was also
appointed as the first and only deaf member
to the National Exchange Carriers Association

Interstate Telecommunications Relay Services
Advisory Board which assists telecommuni-
cations providers in receiving compensation
for the cost of interstate relay services.

Ms. Viera’s most recent service has been as
vice president of business development for
Wynd Communications in San Luis Obispo,
CA. Wynd Communications, which was found-
ed in 1994, is a pioneer in providing wireless
telecommunications services to the deaf and
hard of hearing through out the nation.

I am truly honored to have Ms. Judith Viera
as one of my constituents. She is an example
of selfless commitment and altruistic dedica-
tion to a very meaningful cause, opening the
bounties of our country to all of its citizens.
f

WHAT MATTERS TO COLORADANS

HON. BOB SCHAFFER
OF COLORADO

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES

Friday, December 18, 1998
Mr. BOB SCHAFFER of Colorado. Mr.

Speaker, for two years, Coloradans have been
bombarded with opinions suggesting it’s not
about fidelity, commitment, or personal behav-
ior. But now a new survey from the Rocky
Mountain Family Council shows that what
Coloradans really care about are lifelong, sat-
isfying marriages and happy children.

Last Tuesday, as Members of Congress
were returning to Washington for the impeach-
ment vote, the Rocky Mountain Family Council
was unveiling the ‘‘Marriage Matters: 1998
Colorado Marriage Health Index.’’ The results
clearly contradict the values demonstrated by
the recent affairs of our President and Gov-
ernor.

President Clinton’s exploitation of a clever
slogan proved decisive in ushering him into of-
fice, ‘‘It’s the economy stupid!’’ Coloradans,
being common sense, caring people, recog-
nize marriage and family last forever. Eco-
nomic prosperity, however, is often only as se-
cure as the next paycheck. Sure, some may
find solace in this period of relative economic
prosperity. Fatter wallets tend to squelch the
alarm of cultural decay to a certain degree.

But even the highest heights of consumer
confidence cannot achieve the kind of moral
indifference upon which political left-wingers
are banking in the face of executive scandal
and infidelity. On the contrary, Coloradans
bristle when politicians betray their marriage
vows for extramarital affairs, even when
downplayed as ‘‘affectionate’’ or ‘‘hugging’’ re-
lationships.

According to the Family Council, when
asked if they could wave a magic wand and
guarantee certain life goals for themselves,
Coloradans overwhelmingly chose a lifelong,
satisfying marriage and happy children over
the material goods like fancy homes, com-
fortable retirements, and fulfilling careers. Fur-
ther underscoring this result is the fact that
Coloradans were far more willing to give up
houses, retirements and careers if that would
ensure a satisfying, lifelong marriage and
happy kids.

The question for political leaders becomes
one of how government can best help the av-
erage citizen achieve these goals. Govern-
ment should take a page from the Hippocratic
Oath: ‘‘First, do no harm.’’

Many well-intentioned government programs
designed to strengthen families achieve just

the opposite, by subsidizing parents spending
time away from their spouses and children.
Government policies which support marriage
and family, like doing away with the marriage
tax penalty in the tax code, can go a long way
toward ensuring Coloradans realize their fam-
ily goals and dreams.

Working families struggling under a heavy
tax burden may be so crushed by the weight
of supporting lofty government programs they
can’t spend the time with their spouses and
children they’d like. Economic prosperity,
lower taxes, and freedom can support and
strengthen families and marriages if they en-
able spouses and parents to devote more at-
tention to what really matters.

Fancy house? Fat retirement accounts?
Cushy jobs? These pale in comparison to
heartfelt desires for happy marriages and chil-
dren. As we enter the twenty-first century,
elected officials would do well to respond to
what Coloradans say is really important to
them. Failure to do so will only perpetuate the
myth that strong marriage and families are just
by-products of a strong economy.

No one ever went to his or her grave saying
‘‘I wish I had worked longer hours.’’ Govern-
ment can, and should, do all in its power to
allow families and marriages to grow strong
without interference.

f

VICE PRESIDENT AL GORE’S TRIB-
UTE TO HIS FATHER, SENATOR
ALBERT GORE, SR., OF TEN-
NESSEE

HON. TOM LANTOS
OF CALIFORNIA

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES

Friday, December 18, 1998

Mr. LANTOS. Mr. Speaker, on December 5,
Albert Gore, Sr.—who served 14 years as a
member of this House and another 18 years
as a member of the United States Senate—
died at his home in Carthage, Tennessee. I
knew Senator Gore, Mr. Speaker, and I have
great respect for this outstanding gentleman
and distinguished public servant.

During his 32 years of service in the Con-
gress, Senator Gore established a legacy that
all of us can envy. He was the principal Sen-
ate author of the legislation that created the
Interstate Highway System which was adopted
by the Congress in 1956. He was a voice of
reason and honor in supporting civil rights at
a time when few southern political leaders
would dare to take such a principal stand. He
expressed his opposition to the war in Viet
Nam, and that courageous position ultimately
cost him his seat in the Senate.

Mr. Speaker, I had the honor of attending
the Memorial Service for Senator Albert Gore,
Sr., in Nashville on December 8. On that oc-
casion, our Vice President AL GORE delivered
a moving eulogy to his father. No finer tribute
could be paid to any father than the honor
which Vice President GORE paid to his father
last week. Mr. Speaker, I ask that the Vice
President’s remarks be placed in the RECORD,
and I urge my colleagues to read them and
join me in celebrating the life and legacy of
Senator Gore.
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REMARKS BY THE VICE PRESIDENT AT THE FU-

NERAL OF HIS FATHER, FORMER SENATOR
ALBERT GORE, SR.

WAR MEMORIAL AUDITORIUM, NASHVILLE,
TENNESSEE, DECEMBER 8, 1998

The Vice President: President and Mrs.
Clinton; so many honored guests from our
nation and our state. The Lord gave and the
Lord hath taken away. Blessed be the name
of the Lord.

My father was the greatest man I ever
knew in my life. Most of you know him for
his public service and it could be said of him,
in the words of Paul, that this man walked
worthy of the vocation wherewith he was
called.

There were those many, many who loved
him—and there were a few who hated him.
Hated him for the right reasons. It’s better
to be hated for what you are than to be loved
for what you are not.

My father believed, in the words of the
Scripture, ‘‘Woe unto you when all men shall
speak well of you.’’ (Laughter.) He made de-
cisions in politics that were such that he
could come home and explain to his children
what he had decided and why. He went into
the world with peace; he held fast to that
which was good. He rendered to no one evil
for evil. He was of good courage. He
strengthened the fainthearted. He supported
the weak. He helped the afflicted. He loved
and served all people who came his way.

None of this was a secret to the world. As
most of you know, there was a time when
some people thought my father should seek
the highest office in the land. Here’s what he
said about that idea: ‘‘The lure of the presi-
dency never really overwhelmed me, though,
there were times when the vice presidency
seemed extremely attractive.’’ (Laughter.)
Now, that’s humility. (Laughter.) And he did
love mercy and do justly. The last advice he
gave me, two weeks ago, when he was almost
too weak to speak, was this: Always do right.

He was born in an isolated, poor dirt farm
on the banks of the Roaring River in Jack-
son County, Tennessee. His father was a
friend of Cordell Hull who, of course, later
made all the families in this part of the
country proud by becoming a congressman
and a senator, and then Secretary of State.

My grandfather and Cordell Hull floated
logs down the Cumberland River to the point
where it meets the Caney Fork at Carthage.
My father’s boyhood dreams were taken by
the currents of both men’s lives. He was al-
ways a farmer, and he became a statesman.

Soon after he was born, his whole family
moved to Smith County, to a place just west
of Carthage called Possum Hollow. He grew
up in what he described as a self-giving, self-
respecting household. and he said that, al-
though the chores were heavy and the dis-
cipline absolute, there was love in our family
and reverence for each other.

He went to work as a teacher, in a one-
room schoolhouse in a mountain community
in Overton County named Booze (phonetic).
(Laughter.) He was 18 years old and had
three months of college. His students called
him Professor Gore. (Laughter.) He read vo-
raciously and taught himself to use language
with precision. ‘‘The Leatherstocking Tales’’
were his favorites.

I always marveled at his vocabulary and,
as I grew older, at his unusual pronunciation
of certain words. For example, instead of
‘‘woond’’ he always said ‘‘wownd.’’ I used to
challenge him on the words I was certain
he’d mispronounced. But invariably the dic-
tionary also contained his preferred version,
with the italic note: ‘‘archaic.’’ (Laughter.)
As many have said since his passing, he was
an original.

As he continued his education at
Murfreesboro State Teachers College, and

continued working in all his free hours, he
learned the lessons of hard times, trucking
livestock to market only to find that they
had sold for less than the hauling fee. The
Great Depression awakened his political con-
science. He often told me of the deep emo-
tions he felt watching grown men with wives
and children they could neither feed nor
clothe, on farms they could no longer pay
for. Grown men who were so desperate that
tears streamed down their cheeks when they
received their meager checks for a whole
season’s work on their crops.

The kindling for his political philosophy
piled up on Sunday afternoons among the
whittlers, with whom he sat under the shade
trees of the Carthage Square, and listened as
Congressman Hull talked of important busi-
ness in the Nation’s Capital. When my father
first heard Franklin Delano Roosevelt on the
radio, the kindling caught fire.

He became the youth chairman in Ten-
nessee for FDR in 1932. The following year,
he became a candidate himself, for the first
time, for Smith County’s Superintendent of
Schools. He lost the election, and then his
teaching job—(laughter)—but he gained re-
spect from those who heard him. Indeed,
when the man who won the race unexpect-
edly turned gravely ill soon after the elec-
tion, he surprised the County Court by rec-
ommending my father as his replacement be-
fore he died. This gift from his dying former
rival made a deep and lifelong impression on
my father. It was one of the reasons why he
never said a harsh word about any of his op-
ponents for the rest of his career.

He soon began YMCA night law school,
even as he continued as Superintendent of
Schools, and awoke well before dawn to also
tend his crops. I don’t think I ever saw him
tired, but he must have been sleepy after
such long days and nights, facing an hour’s
drive yet to return from Nashville to
Carthage on old Highway 70. So he went
looking for coffee.

And he found it at the old Andrew Jackson
Coffee Shop, which stood not 100 yards from
here. He loved to tell the story of how the
coffee didn’t taste good unless it was poured
by a beautiful young waitress named Pauline
LaFon. She was going to law school by day
and working nights. They say opposites at-
tract. (Laughter.) They didn’t marry right
away; she left for Texarkana, put up her
shingle, and practiced oil and gas law. But
his coffee turned bitter, and eventually he
persuaded her to come back as his wife.

Of all the lessons he taught me as a father,
perhaps the most powerful was the way he
loved my mother. He respected her as an
equal, if not more. He was proud of her. But
it went way beyond that. When I was grow-
ing up, it never once occurred to me that the
foundation upon which my security depended
would ever shake. As I grew older, I learned
from them the value of a true, loving part-
nership that lasts for life.

After managing the successful campaign of
Governor Gordon Browning, he became Ten-
nessee’s first Commissioner of Labor, and
started unemployment compensation in the
face of powerful opposition. He enforced
mine inspection laws for the first time in our
history. He administered our first minimum
wage law; it was 25 cents an hour. He de-
fended the right to organize. He was always,
always for working men and women.

He loved practical jokes. His humor often
had an edge. One Saturday night in the early
1930s, at a party he organized in a barn by
the Cumberland River for a group of friends
in Carthage, he planted the suggestion that
quite a few rattlesnakes had been seen in the
area the preceding day. Then, surrep-
titiously, in the shadows thrown by the fire,
he attached a fishhook to the pant-leg of his
friend, Walter Merriman. At the other end of

the hook was tied a large black snake he had
killed in the barn before the party guests ar-
rived.

Rejoining the circle, he bided his time for
a moment, and then suddenly pointed to-
wards Merriman’s leg and shouted, ‘‘Snake!’’
The more Merriman jumped and ran, the
more determined the pursuing snake ap-
peared. (Laughter.) The prank worked a lit-
tle too well when the fishhook dug into
Merriman’s calf. (Laughter.) Certain that it
was a rattlesnake’s fang, he collapsed in
fear. (Laughter.)

It took several months for the friendship
to be repaired—(laughter)—but the story be-
came such a local legend that someone told
me about it again last night at the wake.

It’s difficult to follow the rhythm of his
life without hearing the music that held him
in its sway ever since the spring day a fiddler
named Uncle Barry Agee played at the clos-
ing ceremonies of Miss Mary Litchburg’s
first-grade class. It was a magical experience
that ignited a passion for playing the fiddle,
so powerful that, later in his life, he some-
times worried that, if he gave into it, it
would somehow carry him away from the po-
litical purposes to which he was also power-
fully drawn.

Before long, by the grace of his mother and
with the help of his brother, he marshaled
the impressive sum of $5 to buy his own fid-
dle, and soon thereafter his classmates nick-
named him Music Gore.

He always told lots of stories, but without
a doubt the one he told most often was about
a Possum Hollow hoedown held at his house,
to which several musicians were invited, in-
cluding a traveling mandolin player with one
leg named, Old Peg, who spent the night in
their home.

My father had just finished the eighth
grade and his devotion to music had become,
in his words, all-absorbing. The next morn-
ing he helped his father hitch up the harness
for Old Peg’s horse and buggy. Each time he
told this story, the buggy grew more dilapi-
dated. Before long, it had no top; the harness
was mostly baling wire and binding twine.
He counted that scrawny horse’s ribs a thou-
sand times for me and my sister, and then
counted them many times again for his
grandchildren.

As Old Peg left the sturdy Gore household,
the buggy was practically falling apart. As
the impoverished picker wobbled precar-
iously down his less-traveled road, my grand-
father waited until he was just out of hear-
ing range, then put his hand on my father’s
shoulder and launched a sentence that made
all the difference: ‘‘There goes your future,
Albert.’’ (Laughter.) My grandfather’s humor
had an edge to it, too. (Laughter.)

Don’t ever doubt the impact that fathers
have on their children. Children with strong
fathers learn trust early on, that their needs
will be met; that they’re wanted; that they
have value. They can afford to be secure and
confident. They will get the encouragement
they need to keep on going through any
rough spots they encounter in life. I learned
all those things from my father. He made all
the difference.

Boys also learn from their fathers how to
be fathers. I know I did. When my father
first ran for Congress, as the age of 29, he
worried that people would think he was too
young, so he vowed to always wear his coat
and he affected a formal demeanor. With Old
Peg still wobbling through his unknown fu-
ture, candidate Gore vowed also to never
play the fiddle—in public.

Which brings me to what was, by our offi-
cial family count, my father’s second-most
frequently told story. It’s Saturday night in
Fentris County, July 1938. The crowd had
gathered in the hot, crowded courtroom for
my father’s speech on reciprocal free trade.
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(Laughter.) There’s a bustle through the
door at the rear of the crowd. Three of my
father’s musician friends are working their
way through the crowd toward the podium,
and one of them holds a fiddle over his head.
He, my father, speaks louder and more rap-
idly about the evils of tariffs, hoping, he
claims, that the fiddle will go away.

By now, though, his alter ego is standing
directly in front of him, holding the fiddle in
outstretched arms and demanding loudly,
‘‘Play us a tune, Albert?’’ Trapped by this
powerful drama, he seizes the fiddle and
unleashes his music. And then the crowd
goes wild. My father always chuckled when
he delivered his favorite punchline, ‘‘They
brought the house down.’’ (Laughter.)

Once he was reconciled to who he really
was, there was no turning back, and the
crowds did love it. He brought the house
down wherever he went.

In August, he was elected in the Demo-
cratic primary. That was it, because back
then no Republicans ever ran. In September
he went to Washington with his wife and
baby daughter, my sister Nancy, not one
year old, and he was invited to play his fid-
dle in Constitution Hall with Eleanor Roo-
sevelt in the audience.

Fourteen years later, when I was four, he
moved to the Senate. The incumbent he de-
feated, Senator Kenneth D. McKellar was a
powerful chairman of the Appropriations
Committee, and sought to remind the voters
of his power to bring money to the state with
his omnipresent slogan, ‘‘A thinking feller
votes McKellar.’’

In keeping with my father’s campaign phi-
losophy had a negative word about his oppo-
nent and always admonished his supporters
never to remove a McKellar sign. Instead,
acting on my mother’s advice, we put up new
sign directly underneath McKellar’s—every
time we found a sign that said, ‘‘The think-
ing feller votes McKellar,’’ we put our new
sign directly underneath it proclaiming,
‘‘Think some more and vote for Gore.’’
(Laughter.)

By defeating McKellar, and more broadly,
the Crump machine, he helped to establish
the terms of a new politics for Tennessee and
the entire South—a progressive politics that
rejected race baiting and connected our re-
gion to the rest of America. And he carried
those values on to the national stage.

In 1956, my father hoped to be Adlai
Stevenson’s running mate. So did Estes
Kefauver, who felt he had earned it. And so
did my father’s friend and Senate classmate,
John F. Kennedy. It was quite a convention.

I’m particularly proud that my father was
way ahead of his time in fighting for civil
rights. Discrimination against blacks deeply
offended his sense of justice. He talked about
it to Nancy and me often.

When I was eight years old, we lived in a
little house in Carthage on Fisher Avenue,
halfway up a hill. At the top of the hill was
a big, old mansion. One day as the property
was changing hands, the neighbors were in-
vited to an open house. My father said,
‘‘Come, son, I want to show you something.’’
So we walked up the hill and through the
front door. But instead of stopping in the
parlor or the ornate dining room or the
grand staircase with all the guests, my fa-
ther took me down to the basement, and
point to the dark, dank, stone walls and the
cold mettle rings lined up in a row—slave
rings.

Long after he left the classroom, my father
was a teach. And I thank God that he taught
me to love justice.

Not everyone was eager to learn. One
unreconstructed constituent once said, in
reference to African Americans, though that
was not the term he used, ‘‘I don’t want to
eat with them, I don’t want to live with

them, I don’t want my kids to go to school
with them.’’ To which my father replied
gently, ‘‘Do you want to go to heaven with
them?’’ After a pause came the flustered re-
sponse, ‘‘No, I want to go to hell with you
and Estes Kefauver.’’ (Laughter.)

All that driving between Carthage and
Nashville, and between Carthage and Wash-
ington, made him impatient for better roads.
During World War II, he had been the first
congressman to decline a commission as an
officer and joined the Army as a private.
FDR called all the congressmen back from
service. He later went back in, and during
his service in Germany, he was impressed by
the autobahn. In 1956, he personally authored
and passed into law the Interstate Highway
Bill, the largest public works endeavor in the
history of humankind.

We traveled down here this morning from
Carthage on old Highway 70, the same road
he first took to Nashville 75 years ago. It’s a
long way. He’s taking his last trip home on
I–40, a part of the 44,000 miles of interstate
that he created.

He wrote and passed the first Medicare pro-
posal ever to pass on the Senate floor, in
1964. One year later, after the Democratic
landslide, Medicare became law. For more
than a decade he controlled all tax policy on
the Senate floor, because the majority of his
colleagues had absolute trust in his con-
science, his commitment to fairness, and his
keen understanding of the law.

He was the best speaker I ever heard. When
he spoke on the Senate floor the cloakrooms
emptied, the galleries began to fill, the pages
sat in rapt attention. He had a clarity and
force that was quite remarkable. People
wanted to hear him speak and they wanted
to know what he said, because they knew
that whatever he said he believed with his
heart.

Time and again, with the crispness of his
logic and the power of his oratory, he moved
his listeners to adopt his opinions and cheer.
Indeed, in his very first speech on the floor
of the House of Representatives in 1939, the
next day The New York Times reported that
his remarks—and I quote—‘‘stopped the
show, and received an ovation of proportions
such as are usually reserved for elder states-
men.’’ His speech changed enough votes to
defeat the bill he opposed. That’s what hap-
pens when you bring the house down.

Keeping alive the tradition of Hull, he
fought tirelessly for reciprocal free trade—
and he always emphasized that word ‘‘recip-
rocal.’’ But he often quoted Hull, his mentor,
as saying, ‘‘When goods do not cross borders
armies do.’’

He was an early supporter of Israel. As
chairman of the Foreign Assistance Appro-
priations Subcommittee, in 1948, he authored
and passed the first American aid to the new
Jewish state. He was the nation’s leading ex-
pert on outer space law and authored the
treaty banning weapons from space. He led
the fight to negotiate and ratify the Anti-
Ballistic Missile Treaty, an agreement which
many believe was a turning point in the nu-
clear arms race.

And of course, he was an early, eloquent,
and forceful opponent of the Vietnam War—
and it cost him his seat in the Senate.

My father was brave. I mean really brave.
He opposed the poll tax in the ’40s, and sup-
ported civil rights in the ’50s. By the time he
was in his final Senate term, I was old
enough to understand clearly the implica-
tions of the choices he made when he repeat-
edly rejected the advice of many fearful po-
litical allies who had urged him to trim his
sails. He was proud to support the Voting
Rights Act of 1965. He was damned if he was
going to support Hainesworth or Carswell,
Nixon’s suspect nominees for the Supreme
Court. And I was so proud of that courage.

And even then, he almost defied the odds
and won. But a new ill wind was blowing
across the land. And in many ways he was
unprepared for the meaner politics that
started in 1970. For example, he never, ever
had a press secretary on his payroll, for 32
years. He was offended by the very thought
of using taxpayers’ money to pay the salary
of someone whose principal job was to pub-
licly flatter him. (Laughter.)

He preferred to speak plainly for himself.
Indeed, many older Tennesseans will tell you
that what they remember most about my fa-
ther was his Sunday radio broadcast on
WSM, where he presented the news from
Washington ‘‘as I see it.’’

The night he lost in 1970, he made me
prouder still. He said, defeat may serve as
well as victory to shake the soul and let the
glory out. And then he turned the old south-
ern segregationist slogan on its head and de-
clared, ‘‘The truth shall rise again.’’

I heard that. The next day was the first
time I ever remember our roles being re-
versed, the first time I gave back to him
what he taught me. We were in a canoe on
the Caney Fork, just the two of us. Near to
despair, he asked, ‘‘What would you do if you
had 32 years of service to the people given to
the highest of your ability, always doing
what you thought was right, and had then
been unceremoniously turned out of office?
What would you do?’’ I responded, ‘‘I’d take
the 32 years, Dad.’’

It’s not correct to say that he went back to
his farm; throughout his entire career in
public service he never left his farm. He
loved to raise Angus cattle. In the audience
today are quite a few Angus breeders from
around the country who were among his
closest friends. It was his recreation. He al-
ways said, ‘‘I’d rather find a new black calf
in the weeds than a golf ball in the grass.’’
(Laughter.)

Our farm was also an important school
where he taught me every day. He must have
told me a hundred times the importance of
learning how to work. He taught me how to
plow a steep hillside with a team of mules.
He taught me how to clear three acres of
heavily wooded forest with a double-bladed
axe. He taught me how to take up hay all
day in the sun and then take up the neigh-
bor’s hay after dinner by moonlight before
the rain came.

He taught me how to deliver a newborn
calf when its mother was having trouble. He
taught me how to stop gullies before they
got started. He taught me how to drive, how
to shoot a rifle, how to fish, how to swim. We
loved to swim together in the Caney Fork
River, off a big flat rock on the backside of
his farm.

Once my father was giving a magazine re-
porter from New York City a short tour of
the farm when he came across a cow stuck in
the river mud. The reporter had no idea what
to make of it when he stripped naked and
waded into the mud, emerging a half hour
later with his cow. (Laughter.)

After he left the Senate he went into busi-
ness. For ten years he ran the second largest
coal company in America, driving back and
forth on the interestate connecting Ten-
nessee with Lexington, Kentucky. At the
time of his death he was still serving as the
senior director on the board of Occidental
Petroleum.

But just as with farming, he had always
been in business. He owned a feed mill, a
hardware store, and sporting goods store, a
towing and auto repair shop. He sold boats
and motors. He had a gasoline station. He
leased the space for three restaurants, a bar-
ber shop, a beauty shop, a natural gas dis-
tributor, a veterinarian’s office, and a union
hall. He ran a commercial egg production
house with 10,000 chickens. He build and op-
erated the first so-called pig parlors in this
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part of the country. He developed real estate
and built houses and apartments for rent. He
was always busy.

When I eventually left journalism and en-
tered politics, he was also a source of invalu-
able advice in my races for the House and
Senate, and later when I ran for President he
personally campaigned in every single coun-
ty in both Iowa and New Hampshire. I con-
stantly run into people in both states who
know him well, not from his days in the Sen-
ate, but from his days as a tireless octoge-
narian campaigner.

In 1992, when then Governor Clinton asked
me to join his ticket, my father became an
active campaigner once again. At the age of
84, he and my mother took their own bus trip
that year, and what a crew was on that bus—
Albert and Pauline Gore, Tony Randall,
Mitch Miller, and Dr. Ruth. (Laughter.)

He convinced one young man from our
campaign to come back to the farm with
him. But the fellow soon left, and asked me,
how do you tell a man who is working beside
you and is 84 years old that you are quitting
because it’s too hot and the work is too
hard? (Laughter.) I could have told him I
learned the answer to that one when I was
still young—you don’t. (Laughter.)

At 85, he embarked on a major new
project—the antique mall and car museum in
south Carthage. Two years ago, when he was
89, he was still driving his car. I had great
difficulty persuading him to stop. When I
asked my friends and neighbors in Carthage
to help, one of them said, ‘‘Oh, don’t worry,
Al, we know his car—we just get off the road
when we see him coming.’’

Once, though, he didn’t know his own car.
He left the store, got in somebody else’s car
and drove home. (Laughter.) Carthage is the
kind of place where people often leave the
keys in the ignition. Luckily, the store
owner drove my father’s car up to his farm,
left it in the driveway and then drove the
other fellow’s care back to the store before
he knew it was missing. (Laughter.)

There are so many people in Carthage who
have bent over backwards to help my par-
ents, especially over the last few years. My
family is so grateful for the quality of kind-
ness in Smith County, and we thank you.
And during the months and weeks before my
father’s death, we’ve been blessed with the
devotion of a wonderful collection of around-
the-clock caregivers and doctors and nurses.

Reverend Billy Graham wrote recently,
‘‘We may not always be aware of the pres-
ence of angles. We cannot always predict
how they will appear. But angels have been
said to be our neighbors.’’ All I know is that
my family is mighty grateful to the people
who have shown so much love to my father.
And we found out that a lot of our neighbors
in Smith County and the surrounding coun-
ties really are angels. A lot of them are here
today, and on behalf of my family I want to
say thank you.

He died bravely and well. As it was written
of the patriarch, Abraham, ‘‘he breathed his
last and died at a good old age, an old man
and full of years, and he was gathered to his
people. And we know that those who walk
uprightly enter into peace, they find rest as
they lie in death.’’

As many here know, it’s hard to watch the
sharpness of a parent’s face, hard to watch,
in the words of the poet, ‘‘how body from
spirit does slowly unwind until we are pure
spirit at the end.’’

We’re a close family. But the time we had
together over the last few weeks to say good-
bye truly brought us closer still. We’re
grateful to all those who have reached out to
us, many of whom understand the need be-
cause they, themselves, have suffered loss.
As is our custom here, neighbors brought
food and we tried to concentrate on making
ready for today.

So here’s what I decided I would like to say
today—to that young boy with the fiddle in
Possum Hollow, contemplating his future:
I’m proud of the choices you made. I’m proud
of the road you traveled. I’m proud of your
courage, your righteousness, and your truth.
I feel, in the words of the poet, because my
father ‘‘lived his soul, love is the whole and
more than all.’’

I’ll miss your humor, the sound of your
laughter, your wonderful stories and your
sound advice, and all those times you were
so happy that you brought the house down.

Dad, your whole life has been an inspira-
tion. I’d take the 91 years—your life brought
the house down.

f

ELBERT COUNTY RESOLUTION 98–
112

HON. BOB SCHAFFER
OF COLORADO

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES

Friday, December 18, 1998

Mr. BOB SCHAFFER of Colorado. Mr.
Speaker, over the course of the past few
weeks, I have received numerous contacts
from constituents regarding the matter of to-
day’s impeachment question.

On Wednesday, the Board of County Com-
missioners for Elbert County, Colorado adopt-
ed and forwarded to me, a Resolution calling
upon the House to decide in favor of impeach-
ment of President William Jefferson Clinton.
Mr. Speaker, as Colorado’s Fourth Congres-
sional District Representative, and on behalf of
the people of Elbert County, Colorado I hereby
submit for the RECORD a full and complete
copy of the Resolution adopted by Chairman
John Dunn; Vice Chairman Ralph Johnson;
and Commissioner Daniel A. McAndrew.

I further call upon my colleagues to carefully
consider the thoughtful commentary, opinion,
and findings of the Elbert County Commis-
sioners. Finally Mr. Speaker, I extend my most
sincere thanks to the Elbert County Commis-
sioners for assisting the Congress in resolving
this great question facing our beloved nation.

STATE OF COLORADO, COUNTY OF ELBERT

At a regular meeting of the Board of Coun-
ty Commissioners for Elbert County, State
of Colorado, held at the Courthouse in Kiowa
on Wednesday, the 16th day of December
A.D. 1998, there were present: John Dunn,
Commissioner Chairman; Ralph Johnson,
Commissioner Vice Chair; Daniel A.
McAndrew, Commissioner; and Geri Scheidt,
Deputy, Clerk to the Board.

When the following proceedings, among
others were had and done, to wit:

RESOLUTION 98–112—CONSTITUTIONAL SUPPORT
RESOLUTION

Whereas, elected official are sworn to up-
hold the Constitution; and

Whereas, the President is the highest
elected official in the land; and

Whereas, all House and Senators are sworn
to uphold the Constitution; and

Whereas, the Board of County Commis-
sioners, as elected officials, are duly sworn
to uphold the Constitution. Be it therefore

Resolved, the Board of Elbert County Com-
missioners do hereby request that the Colo-
rado Delegation for the House, vote to im-
peach President Clinton, and be it further

Resolved, the Board of Elbert County Com-
missioners do hereby request that the Senate
consider the evidence presented by the House
and vote as the Constitution demands.

Upon a motion duly made and seconded,
the foregoing resolution was adopted by the

following vote: John Dunn, Chairman, Aye;
Ralph Johnson, Vice Chairman, Aye; and
Daniel R. McAndrew, Commissioner, Aye.

f

EXPRESSING UNEQUIVOCAL SUP-
PORT FOR MEN AND WOMEN OF
OUR ARMED FORCES CUR-
RENTLY CARRYING OUT MIS-
SIONS IN AND AROUND PERSIAN
GULF REGION

SPEECH OF

HON. CHRISTOPHER JOHN
OF LOUISIANA

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES

Thursday, December 17, 1998

Mr. JOHN. Mr. Speaker, I rise today to ex-
press my support for the American men and
women who are putting their lives on the line
in the Persian Gulf to protect our nation and
the world from the threat being posed by Sad-
dam Hussein’s arsenal of terror. Sadly, Sad-
dam has again called into question the com-
mitment of the United States and our allies to
prevent the proliferation of weapons of mass
destruction in Iraq by blocking the United Na-
tions Special Commission (UNSCOM) from in-
specting suspected sites and restricting its
ability to review evidence.

Nobody in this chamber wishes harm on the
people of Iraq, but the repeated refusal of
Saddam to comply with the conditions of the
1991 cease-fire poses a clear and present
danger to the national security interests of our
nation. I stand by the decision of the President
and his national security advisors to launch a
military strike against Iraq and condemn Sad-
dam for forcing this upon his people. There
can be no doubt that decisive military action is
justified and that Saddam bears full respon-
sibility for these actions.

As the leader of the world community, the
United States must remain vigilant in our ef-
forts to expose and destroy Iraq’s chemical,
biological and nuclear capabilities. The
UNSCOM inspectors are a critical tool in ac-
complishing this objective. With the UNSCOM
report issued only days ago and Islamic ob-
servance of Ramadan beginning this week-
end, the timing of U.S. air strikes were critical
to the success of this mission. We can only
hope that U.S. and British military forces in the
Persian Gulf can accomplish what repeated
efforts at diplomacy could not.

I want to express my gratitude to our sol-
diers, sailors and pilots who are carrying out
this vital effort and tell their families that our
thoughts and prayers will be with them during
this holiday season. I offer my unequivocal
support for their just cause and pray for their
quick and safe return.
f

KORY KESSINGER EARNS THE
AMERICAN FUTURE FARMERS OF
AMERICA DEGREE

HON. BOB SCHAFFER
OF COLORADO

IN THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES

Friday, December 18, 1998

Mr. BOB SCHAFFER of Colorado. Mr.
Speaker, I rise today to pay tribute to Kory
Kessinger of Akron, Colorado who has earned
the prestigious American Future Farmers of
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